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The Recluse 


Author's Notes: 
| wanted to cowrite this but everyone is so busy lately. Self included. So l'm starting solo but anyone can jump 


on board if they like. 


The Recluse 
Axl's POV 


| lie in my bed in Malibu watching the clock tick away the minutes into the new year of 1999, tossing and 
turning. Nothing new. Looks like this new year will be no fucking different. I've never slept Like a normal person 
These days it seems | don't sleep at all. Maybe its part of aging. Granted l'm only a month shy of 37, but my 
body's been through the ringer. My mind feels even older. 


My thoughts of self pity are soon interrupted by Beta screaming downstairs. | start to in my bed. | hear no 
other should but | decide to investigate. What if she was hurt. | go to the intercom and press a button 


"Beta.everything oK?" 


l'm not answered. Panic shoots up my spine. | quickly rush from my room and down the stairs. When | reach 


downstairs I'm met with a dead silence. 
"Beta?" 
Nothing. 


| start for the kitchen. Just as | extend my hand out to the door a set of strong arms goes around me. | 
struggle, but Im no match for them. | curse, | yell. | thrash. All futile. Then a bag is put over my head and | 


can no longer see. 


"Who the fuck are your! What do you want?! Money!?" | ask from behind the bag. Its really hot in here. "Just 


tell me what you fucking want!" 


But no one fucking answers me. They, lm pretty sure there's at least two, start to drag me. They're taking 
me toward the front door. | hear my door open and feel the night air hit my exposed skin. I'm stopped on my 


front porch and my arms are bound. 
I'm thrown in the back of a car and it speeds off. 


"Where the fuck are you goddamn taking me?!" | yell, but the more | do the harder it is to breathe with this 
bag on my head. 


| start to focus on the stops of the car and the turn directions. But its no use, | have no fucking clue where | 
am. What's the meaning of all this? 


I'm in the car only a short time before I'm being loaded into some other means of transportation | figure out 
pretty quickly that its a plane during the take off. Where the fuck are they taking me? And even better, what 


do they want from me? 


Its a couple hour flight. | can only assume that since they still have me blinded that its a private plane. How 
else could they board me Luke this. Well a private jet means someone involved has money, unless the plane in 
hijacked. If it us indeed a person who can afford a private jet, then they obviously don't want money from me. 


Is this a weird sex thing? 


When the plane lands l'm put into another car. The drive doesn't take very long. | ask questions, but of course 
no one will answer me. | hear a door unlock. Then my wrists are cut free. The bag is taken from my head and 
l'm shoved through the door. It quickly slams sounding like solid metal. | can hear it being locked, braced, and an 


iron gate being closed over it. 


| look in front if me and see a stone wall corridor lined in doors. | check each as | pass but all are locked. At 


the end of the corridor | find myself in a kitchen, fully stocked with enough to feed an army. | go further and 
come to a wall of glass. | peer through the dark glass and my jaw drops. It's a recording studio. What the 
fuck? 


| start looking for signs of life, but there's nothing. | go upstairs and find offices. No files. No phones. No fax 
machines. There is one computer. | quickly rush to it and turn it on. When the slow fuck comes on it asks me 


for a password. Fuck! FUCK! 


WHAT DO | DO?! 


well, | need to break something. lvpush the computer monitor off the desk and throw the chair at the he wall. 
As | do | realize something a bit odd. There's no windows to the outside in this whole place. What the fuck is 


going on here? 


The Guitar Hero 


The Guitar Hero 
Slash's POV 


Another time at some big game playoff playing the fucking Star Spangled Banner. Is this what my life has come 
to? Am | that guy who plays this thing? Is the President going to come to me next wanting me to be the 
official ‘Here Comes The Chief player? This is so not what the hell | thought life out of GNR would be like. I'd 
been asked to play for lots of other bands. But | want to be in charge of shit. I'm done taking orders from 
holier than the thou singers. No, if | ever played again it would be my band and my fucking terms. I'm only 33, 
these hands still have a lot of playing left in them. 


Due to my addictions I'm going through my cash hand over fist, that's why | have to do bullshit gigs like this. 
They psy, and they pay well. Now after | leave here | can go score. As it is I'm fucking drunk off my ass. Not 
hat this stadium of people will notice. | have lots of practice playing shit faced. 

So the time comes and | walk out onto the field doing my ‘Queens’ wave. | try to mentally remind myself not 


to drag my fucking feet. | go out there, play this fucker, eave goodbye, put my guitar in its case, and then l'm 
put of there. 


| find my car. | unlock my trunk and lower my guitar vase into it. | shit it and cross around to my door. I'm 
about to open it when a strong person pulls my arms around my back. Before | can scream a rag goes across 
my mouth. It smells strange, unlike anything I've ever smelled before. | suddenly feel sleepy and can't hold my 
eyes open another second. 

| guess | somehow get put to sleep. When | awaken again all | can see is darkness. | think I'm blind folded. 


"Hello?" | call out. But. Either I'm alone or no one answers "Is somebody there?" 


| teach my hand up to my face and pull whatever it is obstructing my vision Its a bandanna. My eyes adjust 
to the light and | look around. I'm leaning against a door and looking down a long hallway. Where the hell am 1? 


| try to stand but | feel woozy. | grab the door behind me but it won't budge. | turn and notice five other 
doors along the hallway. | turn each knob but they're all locked. | feel my hands shaking and stuff them in my 
armpits. | round the corner at the end of the hallway and my mouth gapes. 

Sitting on a countertop is none other than Axl fucking Rose eating a bowl of Fruit Loops. 


"You did this?!" | shout. 


Axl jumps and spills his cereal all down him. He looks at me in shock. "Slash?" He asks and sounds almost as 


shocked to see me as o am him. 


"Are you fucking behind this shit?" | ask, still feeling pissed. 


"Are you" He questions me and slides off the bar to shake the cereal off him. 
"Just unlock the door," | sigh. 

"| can't," he shakes his head. ‘Somebody grabbed me from my house and brought me here" 

"Who?" | ask 

"Dunno, never saw their faces," he shrugs. 

"Where the fuck are we?" | ask 

"Not sure really. The flight was a few hours. This place seems to be a studio” 

"A studio?" | parrot. "Why the fuck would someone kidnap us and put us in a studio? And why you and me?" 


Axl looks at me. "I get a feeling company's on the way." 


The Fuck Up 


The Fuck Up 
Steven's POV 


Nine years. They kicked me out of the band nine years ago. | thought we were all better than that. | mean. 
get fired for being on drugs? Izzy was the original fucking junkie. He got me and Slash started Everybody lived 
on coke, even his Hines's Axl. It was bullshit. It was over Erin and her overdose and nothing will ever convince 


me otherwise. 


| saved her fucking life. | didn't give her drugs, not even a fucking drink. But everything turned out to be my 
fault. | think its because Axl never really liked me to begin with. He was just fishing for excuses to get rid of 
me. Well, saving his fiancés life turned out to be my walking papers. Go fucking figure. | tried to sue them a 
few times but | never got shit out of it. 


And Slash was supposed to be my best friend. He didn't even fucking warn me. What's up with that shit? No 
one warned me. Bo one tried to talk to me. They all conspired behind my fucking back. Sure Izzy did apologize to 
me after he left the band. Duff too. Even more recently Slash had. But Axl, well I'm not going to hold my 
breath. 


So now | really am a drug addict. Heart attacks, strokes, and countless overdoses couldn't stop me. No rehab 


ever works. This is just my fate | guess. Forever a has been 

| pull the syringe from my arm as | sit on my couch. The rush floods me and for a split second all is right 
with the world My body relaxes and | moan. But before | can enjoy anything further l'm lifted from my couch 
and over the back | catch a brief glimpse of two masked men just before one hits me and blackness takes 


over. 


| come to some time later, I'm not sure how long. I'm being carried with my toes dangling the ground. | can't 
see a thing so | assume that l'm blind folded. l'm suddenly shoved and | fall flat on my face. | hear a door slam 


and bolt behind me. 


| feel a hand on my shoulder and another grabs my arm. I'm unblindfolded and find myself staring face to face 


with Axl. Huh? Is this a bad dream? 
"Stevie, you ok?" 
| turn to the voice that has spoken to me, "Slash?" What in gods name was happening here? "Where are we?" 


"A studio somewhere,” Slash shrugs. 


"A studio..why?" | ask and rub the lump on my head. 


"| don't know," Axl says looking st the door. "But maybe when those goons cone back the three of us can take 
them." 


"When they cone back?" | ask 

He nods, "Yeah, | have a feeling we are going to be seeing either Duff, Dizzy, or Izzy next." 
"Who's doing this?" | question 

| don't know yet," Axl frowns and storms off down a long hallway. 

"Slash..what's going on?" 


Slash scratches his head and just shrugs. 


The Family Man 

The Family Man 

Duff's POV 

"Come on Grace, just one more bite for daddy," | smile at my little angel in her high chair. She turns her head 
at the spoonful of oatmeal. "Don't you want to get big and strong?" She shakes her head and pushes my hand 
away. The oatmeal flies from the spoon. Half lands on the floor and the rest all over me. "Thanks sweety, now 


daddy needs a shower before his jog." 


I'm cleaning the oatmeal off the floor when | hear Susan scream. | quickly start to rush to see if she's OK. At 


the doorway | see two men in masks. One is holding Susan with a gun to her head. 


"Hey wait a minute MSN, don't do something dumb. Whatever you want you van have it. Just don't hurt her 
or my daughter. What do you want?" | panic. 


‘lm going to need you to come with us," the man not holding Susan says to me. 


barter. 

"This isn't about money, not yours at least," the man answers me. 

"I'll come with you, just let her go. Please." 

The other guy unvocks his gun and pushes Susan towards Grace. Then the guy comes for me. The one who 
had done the talking pulls put a ski mask. He stretches it over my head backwards so | hat I'm blinded. They 
start to lead me out. 

“Susan | love you. Gracie, daddy will be home soon sweetie, its OK” 

They lead me out of my house, load me in a car, then into what I'll figure out is an airplane. They never take 
the mask off me. Nor do they talk to me, even when | try. Roughly four hours layer I'm in another car. We 
drive maybe an hour and | hear the engine stop. They pull me out of the car. They lead me maybe twenty 
paces and | van hear them unlocking locks. The mask is pulled off me and I'm shoved inside a building. The door 
slams behind me. | look and can hear them locking me inside. 


"Hey wait!" | pound on the door. 


"Save your energy man," a voice says. | turn around and at the end of a long hall | see Axl, Slash, and Steven 


staring at me. This is the last three people | ever expected to see in the same room. 


"What's going on here?" | ask them as | trek down the hall. 


"Afraid you know about as much as we do," Slash sighs. "Axl said they'd get you too." Steven says leaning on 
the wall. 


Why?" | shrug. 

"Well,,Axl sighs, " my guess is somebody wants us all to make a record" 
"A record? Why do you say that?" 

"Because this is a studio," Slash answers. 


‘And there's enough food to grrd a small village," Axl adds. He scratches his chin. "Since they got Steven, my 


guess is they want the original five members." 

"So Izzy's next," | conclude. 

Axl chuckles, "Yeah, but we might be waiting a while. You know how Izzy drifts around" 
"Who the fuck is behind this?" | ask. 


They can only look at me and shrug. 


The Gypsy 


The Gypsy 
Izzy's POV 


You know how in the Western movies the outlaw races on horseback to Mexico for shelter from the cops? | 
guess | thought | could outrun Izzy Stradlin down here. The only thing | outran was fans screaming at me in 


English. Needless to say, I've picked up Spanish. 


Anika and | recently separated. She went to Sweden and | came down to Baja. | have a place on the beach. 
Luckily it's a private beach so no one sees me being tossed around by the ocean when | surf. | also get the 


freedom to take my yellow Lab, Marilyn for walks. 

While its peaceful, there still seems to be nowhere on this planet that | can just completely disappear. 
Everywhere | go Axl finds a way to inadvertently haunt me. | haven't seen him face to face in six years. And 
in all that time not a single day passes in which he doesn't cross my mind. | thought time would heal the 
wounds. Unfortunately all time has done is made me miss him more. 

Did you know drugs prevent you from dreaming? Well they do. | was surprised to find out that when | got 


clean | started to talk in my sleep. Apparently | said the wrong thing one night and Anima heard. She wouldn't 
tell me what | had said, but when she started packing her shit | had a pretty good idea. 


So I'm taking Marilyn for a midnight stroll along the beach. I'm not sleeping very good lately. As l'm walking 
along | suddenly feel a sting at my shoulder like a bug bite. | reach around to grab it and my hand feels 
something. | pull it out of me. It looks like a cross between a hypodermic needle and a dart. Them my vision 
blurs and | drop to my knees. | try to fight it but | can't. | fall over into the sand, out cold. 


'Izzy.. zz wake up," someone gently slaps at my face. 


| drowsily open my eyes and see Duff. "Duff?" | mumble a little confused. He sits me up and | realize l'm not in 
fucking Baja anymore. "Where am |?" 


"We don't know where here is man," says another voice. | look over and see Slash petting Marilyn 
"Slash?" 

"Were all locked in a studio," comes another voice. 

Stevie?" 


| had a feeling they were going to get all five of us here." Comes the voice that haunts my dreams. 


| look up and see him. | see his long hair like a flaming sunset. Green eyes the color of the ocean. Everything | 
had spent so long running from was right in this room, right fucking in front of me. 


‘Axe?! 

He hands me a bottle of water. "Drink this, they drugged you." 

‘Who drugged me?" | ask as Duff and Slash help me to my feet. 

"We don't know," Slash shrugs. 

‘Axl thinks someone mist want us to make some music," Steven informs me. 
"Well why else would someone kidnap the five of us and lock us up in a studio?" Axl huffs. 
‘Ils there a phone? Internet?" | quickly ask. 

"Not that we can find," Duff shakes his head. 

"What about one of those cellphone things? Don't one of you have one?" | ask. 
"They took them," Steven sighs. 

"So what do we do?" | ask suddenly feeling like a caged animal, or a prisoner. 

"| guess we wait and see," Axl shrugs. 

"Wait and see? My dog is gonna shit all over the goddamn place." 


"There's a doggie door and a fenced in yard out back. None of us can fit through the fucking door, we already 
tried," Slash tells me. 


"How long have you guys been here?" | ask. 
"I got here first," Axl says, "Bout a day and a half ago. The others have arrived sporadically since then" 
‘There's enough food here to geed us for a year," Steven mentions. 


"Yeah, even that vegetarian shit | read you eat now," Axl smirks at me. He had read about me? 


Uhhh 


Uhhh 
Steven's POV 


So here we are, five fucking guys in a room and we can't even look one another in the eyes. Half of us hate 
each other. It had been so long since we had all been in the same room together. | had always thought that | 
longed for this moment, but now that its here, well I'm not so sure anymore. Right now | m feeling as 

uncomfortable as fuck. I'm getting antsy for a fix, a drink, a rail of coke, pills, pot.any particular order works 


fine for me. 


Slash looks about like | do. | can tell he's using. And most likely drinking heavily too. He's just standing with his 
hands in his arm pits so nobody can see how bad they're shaking. And as usual, he's using his hair to hide his 
expression and how bad he's sweating. I'm pretty sure he's not too happy about being stuck here with Axl. 
They hadn't spoken since Axl replaced his guitar tracks on Sympathy for the Devil 


My eyes drift over to Duff. His hands are shaking too, but not because he needs a substance. He's pacing like 
crazy and chewing away his fingernails. His chest is heaving. | think he's having a panic attack. Hrs worried 
about Susan and his little girl. Susan's pregnant again. Its weird to picture Duff as that sober family man. | 
remember a Duff from not so long ago, that swung both ways. They all did but me. Everyone of them has 


fucked each other in some combination or another. Hence the awkwardness. 


Izzy took the respectable route too. He even left the band to do it. He fell completely off the radar. Right now 
he's standing off to the side, alone, as usual. Izzy always had preferred to be in the foreground. | guess some 
things about a person never change. Izzy was the only one who stayed in contact with everyone, except Axl. 


They haven't spoken in six years. Izzy's tried, Axl just never returns his calls. 


And Axl.well he's being pretty calm for Axl. | had heard that he finally got medicated. Maybe the guy had 
changed. Then again, maybe this is just one of his quite moods. He does live like a hermit and never leaves 


home. He's probably used to not talking. He had sort of shut the world out. 


‘What the fuck do they want?!" Duff shouts gripping his hair. He's really freaking the fuck out. We all stand 


around not really knowing what to say. 

Finally Izzy walks over to him with a humbled look and pulls his hands down out of his hair. "Breathe Duff. They 
didn't hurt Susan or Grace. They would have made you watch. Just stop tripping and calm down. We're never 
going to get out of here if we lose our heads." 


"Calm down?" Slash huffs and starts to pace a bit. 


Izzy just looks at him. I'm sure he remembers a junkie when he sees one. | notice his eyes scanning me too. 


"Is there a shower here?" Izzy asks no one in particular. "We're going to need it when you guys start to get 
sick" 


| shamefully look down and nod, "Yeah, there is." 


"Fucking great," Axl sighs, "lve had enough dope sick junkies to last three lifetimes." His eyes seem to focus on 


lzzy when he says this. 


Izzy glances at him and they both quickly look away. Izzy runs his hand over his face. "No one planned this, but 


this is what we have to work with." Izzy says in his ever calm and cool voice. 
"Be my guest then. Count me out," Axl shakes his head. 

‘| don't think we get a say in this one," Izzy shrugs. 

‘Didn't you know Izzy? " Slash pipes up, "his majesty controls everything." 


"I don't have to listen to this shit," Axl says spinning on his heels and storming off. OK. Maybe he's still the 
same old Axl. All eyes fall on Izzy. 


"Why the fuck are you all staring at me?" He asks. 

"Because you always go after him," Slash huffs. 

"He always listens to you," Duff adds. 

"Six years ago maybe.. But now.. Fuck | wouldn't even know where to begin," he figits. 

"Well suck his dick, that always got his attention," Slash says in the most hateful way possible. 

And there's a reason. Slash sort of had this crush thing on Izzy. They'd fuck sometimes. But Izzy always 
dropped everything for Axl. And im sure he did it because he loved him. Axl and Izzy always had this 
connection none of us ever got. Slash had been with Axl too, just to stick it to Izzy. But Izzy just doesn't give 
people the satisfaction of causing a scene. And nothing was augmented between Axl and Izzy because of Slash. 
Axl and Izzy kept shit hidden from us for a long time. We had our suspicions from day one, but they were 
very private. It was little things we took note of, their secretive whispers and smiles. Little bits of poetry Izzy 
would keep tucked away that were in Axl's handwriting. 


It was me who discovered the poetry. I'll never forget what | read for as long as | lived. It was beautiful. 


"l carry your heart with me. 


| carry it in my heart. 


| am never without it. 

Anywhere | go, you go, my dear. 

And whatever is done by only me.. 

Is your doing, my darling. 

| fear no fate.. 

For you are my fate, my sweet. 

| want no world, for, beautiful. 

You are my world, my true. 

Here is the deepest secret no one knows. 
Here is the root of the root.. 

And the bud of the bud.. 

And the sky of the sky of a tree called life.. 
Which grows higher than the soul can hope.. 
Or mind can hide. 

It is the wonder that's keeping the stars apart. 
| carry your heart. 


| carry it in my heart" 
Now you tell me that something wasn't going on between those two. 


"Look," | say, "we have to find some form of civil ground between us all. We have no clue how long we're going 
to be stuck here. You know Axl will listen to you Izzy." 


Izzy shakes his head, "I just can't, OK?" 

"This is bullshit," Slash mumbles and walks to the other side of the room. 

"That's insensitive man," Duff chastises him, “don't you remember what went down? We can't just expect lzzy 
to jump back in head first. ts been a long time with a long checkered past. | mean fuck, its you and Stevie who 
have to try to make peace with him." 

"Fuck him!" Slash snaps. 


"Well we can't very well make peace with the guy when he storms off like that," | interject: 


‘He's feeling just as awkward as we are, " Izzy comes to Axl's defense, "he's overwhelmed. He just needs some 


time to process." 


Slash looks over at him, "Seems like you still know what's going on in his head. Why don't you just run after 


him like we all fucking know you want to!" 


"| stopped running after him a long time ago." 


"Did you?" Slash folds his arms over his chest and gives Izzy a dead glare. 


Knowing Slash like | do, this is him being jealous. | don't know if that's because he still has feelings for Izzy or if 


he just hates salt in old wounds. 
"Reverse psychology is wasted on me Slash, you know that," Izzy sighs 

"Who said | fucking care about your psychology or that insane fucks?" Slash smirks. 
"Fuck if," Duff throws up his hands, “Ill go talk to him 


He starts to walk off and Izzy grabs his arm. "No.its best if | go." 


Soothing 
Soothing 
Axts's POV 


| slump down behind the wall of the sound booth. My mind felt like it might snap in two. | was scared, confused, 
and pissed off. | wanted to know who was responsible for this little fucking reunion If it was one of these guys 
they were dead when | find out. And naturally Slash and Steven are all strung out. Very soon they're gonna 
start puking and shitting all over the place. 


| know the drill, the routine. I'd been through it a hundred times with Izzy. Sometimes it got really bad. 
Sometimes he got delirious and hallucinated shit. He'd moan and cry and beg me to either get him straight or 
kill him. And no one will ever know how hard that was for me. Seeing Izzy like that scared the hell out of me. 


Sometimes | really thought he was gonna die. 


He did almost die once. It was his own stupid fault for trying to smuggle his fucking coke by swallowing it. For 
four days | sat by his hospital bed and prayed to a God of every culture. But it was a breaking point for me. | 
had spent so much time worrying about him that | was spent. | just couldn't do it anymore. So | began 
distancing myself from him. Soon after he got clean and he tried his best to fix things between us but.. It was 
just too late. 


For a short time it seemed like | had managed to forget him. | allowed myself to become consumed by Erin We 
went to Vegas and got married. Izzy turned in his resignation. Erin left. He left. And the rest is ancient history. 
But I'd be a fucking liar if | said Izzy didn't cross my mind often. Izzy got me. He was the only one who ever 
could. The only one who took all my pain and anger and fears. Izzy was my voice of reason My glint of light in 
a dark world. Any shred of hope | had ever had came from him. He was too important to forget. 


My thought process is interrupted by a tap on the glass above my head. Inside | smile because | know who it 
is. | don't even turn to look. | just reach over and unlock the door. Izzy comes in but doesn't say anything. Soon 
he is seating himself against the wall opposite of me. We are a mirrored image on the floor. His hair is so 


short now. But he looks very well, tanned and healthy. In fact, there's this glow to him. 


Finally he speaks in that soft, almost whisper like voice. "The art of losing isn't hard to master, 
so many things seem filled with the intent 
to be lost that their loss is no disaster. 


Lose something every day. Accept the fluster 
of lost door keys, the hour badly spent. 


The art of losing isn't hard to master. 


| lost two cities, two rivers a continent. 


| miss them. But it wasn't a disaster. 


Even losing you, a joking voice, a gesture | love. 

| shan't have lied. Its evident 

the art of losing's not too hard to master though 

It may look like disaster.” 

| look up at him as a wave of release floods over me. "Elizabeth Bishop," | smile. Izzy had read poetry 
somewhere. l'm impressed. And the poem was so perfectly Izzy. A story of detaching yourself to not feel the 
loss of someone special. 

"| have a lot of time to read," he shrugs. 


"Did they send you in here to make me be nice?" 


‘More or less," he nods, "but |." He stops suddenly and looks away. "We have to figure out what's going on. 
There has to be demands or instructions.maybe someone will come and talk to us.” 


"Its not hard to figure out Izz. Somebody wants us to make music together again" 

"Then that's what we'll do. We write some shit, we play it, then record and get the hell out of here. Surely you 
can put the he past in the past long enough to get us out of here. We gotta work together and do this. We 
can't do it without you, and you can't do it without us." 

Fuck | really hate his logic sometimes. | know he's right but fuck Slash, I'm not apologizing for shit. | don't have 
shit for that junkie fuck Steven either. Erin almost fucking died because of him. He can rot in hell and burn 
twice. Duffs cool, but fuck those other two. 

"| don't know if | can do it without somebody dying," | shake my head. 

"You have to," he sighs at me, "please." 

Fuck | hate it when he says please. It does something to me. | glance at him and his eyes quickly fall to the 
floor. | almost can't believe | have no animosity towards him. | never did. | never could. | had been a fool to 
choose Erin over him. He tried so hard for me and | rewarded all that by turning my back on him. 

"Did Anika see them take you?" | ask. 


Izzy sighs and shakes his head. "No..she left me." 


| should say I'm sorry. But I'm not. I'm glad and | shouldn't be. Izzy seems troubled by it and | shouldn't be 


rejoicing in that. "Sorry," | mutter. 


"Ah.its cool," he shakes his head, "we never did get along all that great." 
| just nod. Izz.| haven't written a word since you left. l.l don't think | can anymore." 
"Well... I'm here," he shrugs. 


| chuckle slightly. "Its good to see you Izz." And | sincerely meant that. 


Neutralize 


Neutralize 
Duffis POV 


As usual, Izzy managed to calm Axl down enough to return to the room with all of us. None of is doubted him. 


Izzy always had a knack for talking sense into him. Thought it looks like it tore his heart out to do it. 


We all sit down in the studio. It's silent at fuck as we try to figure out what to say to one another. Then we 


all jump when a voice comes through the intercom system. 


"Welcome Gunners. As you have figured out, you are in a studio. | hope you make use of your time here. | 
know you have issues to work out amongst yourselves. | hope that doesn't take all your time and keep you 
from being productive. You have one year to make an album. When it's finished | assure you that you will be 
free to go. Worry not about your loved ones. When you show some effort arrangements will be made for you 
to see them. 


| think you have all the comforts of home. In the silverware drawer in the kitchen you will find five keys. They 
unlock the doors down the corridor you were all brought through. These str your rooms. They're all the same 
so there I'd no dense in bickering over them. 


| took the liberty of having your instruments of choice brought in. | had them all worked over like new. Of 
course there are multiples in case you decide to smash one out of anger. Just know that these things are 


essential to your release. 

| realize this was a crass act, but there was no other opinions on the table. The world wants GNR. And a 
release at the dawn of the millinium will generate millions. And it will be a ten year anniversary for the original 
five of you. 

You won't be able to contact me but | will check in on you from time to time. So get started boys. You have a 
long year ahead of you. Time is of the essence. Of your behaviors are suitable there will be liberties. Have a 
very good day boys." 

"So there it is," | sigh. 

"Day we do this thing," Izzy sighs. 


"tm not doing shit until that fucker apologizes to me." Slash almost hisses as he glared at Axl. 


Axl rolls his eyes, "| had too, you were so strung out your playing sounded like shit. Gilby couldn't get the shit 
down. So | did what | had to do. We had a fucking deadline." 


"Bullshit! You just wanted to drive Me out of the band the same way you did Stevie and Izzy! Slash shouts 
Axl just shakes his head on disbelief, "I can't talk to this junkie” 

"First things first" Izzy says. "We have to get Slash and Stevie through withdraw. Look at them, its starting” 
Thats their fault and their problem, * Axl huffs. 

"Duff and | will do it," Izzy states. "You up for it man?" He asks me. 


| sigh and nod. What the fuck else could | do? "Yeah, let's get them to a room," | day and go in search or the 


keys to our presumed bedrooms. 


Izzy and | get them in bed and find buckets for them to puke in. They're going to need them soon. At least 
they would get a year of sobriety out of this. 


| watch as Izzy talks softly to slash. "You can do this OK?" 
"Save your cheer leading for Stevie," he huffs. 


Izzy just looks down and leaves the room. I'm guessing Slash is still holding some animosity towards him still. | 
guess after their history | could understand why. 


‘Can | get you anything" | ask Slash. 
"Yeah, fuck off and leave Me alone." 


| frown. "I know you feel like shit Slash, but the attitude has to go. It's not helping any of us to get out of 
here. We gotta work together." 


"Duff... Please just go." 


tm Not Feeling So Well 


l'm Not Feeling So Well 
Slash's POV 


My body is in a battle with me. My brain keeps trying to figure out ways to get the Fuck out of here. | need 
a hit so bad. And not just because my body thinks | need it. | need to kill the pain, and not the pain in my body. 
It was a pain that started first in my head the moment | saw Izzy. Then it traveled to my heart. It felt like 
being wadded up like paper. Dissected slowly with a blunt object. Set on fire to smoulder slowly. Stepped on with 
cleats with the tissue being tenderized in a horrific way. 


Izzy and | are civil, but the damages he had done to me were gar from healed. l'm unsure if they ever can be. 
| had loved him so goddamn much. | loved him so much and so blindly. | loved him knowing he didn't love me. 
And when | saw him again today | realized that | still loved him. | was infected with him. Obsessed with him. 


Made a fool because of him. 


Its easier when Axl's not around. He doesn't interfere with my little fantasies for Izzy. He doesn't steal Izzy's 
attention when hes not here. | get him all to myself. | get to love him. | get to pretend hrs all mine. Even when 


| know that he's not. 


Izzy is so gentle and has so much love inside. When you're with Izzy he treats you like you're the only person 
on earth. Like you're all that matters. His soft voice and sensual touches used to make my life worth living. Hr 


always knew just what to day. What to do, how to touch you. He knew how to be anyone's dream. 


But that's just how he was. But it meant nothing to him. It was just his nature to make other people feel 
comfortable. His love was for none but Axl. And Axl could never love Izzy the way | did. He wasn't capable of 


being what Izzy deserved. 


But Izzy always took the bullshit Axl dealt out. He was always there for him. When Axl had his fucking mood 
swings Izzy always rushed after him. And most of the time he could vs him. When the band was still together 


it was always Izzy who managed to be the voice of reason. He was the only one who could get through to Axl. 


Axl knew that. | think Axl used Izzy simply because he knew he could. He knew Izzy would drop everything for 
him. He knew that Izzy's love for him had no bounds. It was pure and unconditional. | don't think Axl is capable 
of loving like that. Not anyone. Not even the one who loved him the most. 


| tried my best to make Izzy love me. | really did. Bit Axl always fucked it all up. It's like he could sense when 
Izzy was alone with me. He'd have one of his ‘episodes’ knowing Izzy would run to rescue. And Izzy always did. 


Even now. 


| can recall times when we would be into it. | mean really into it. Making out, making love, and Axl would do his 


bullshit. Izzy would get right up and rum to him. Fuck whatever we were doing. Fuck my blue balls. Axl was 


more important. 


That shit broke something inside me and it wouldn't stop breaking. | just wanted to wake up one fucking day and 
not be haunted by aan who didn't love me. A MSN who never could or never would. Izzy loved Axl the way | 
loved lzzy 


Hopelessly, endlessly, eternally. Unconditionally.. Always and forever. 


Like the fool | am, | once told Izzy the way | felt. | told him | loved him. | told him how much. 0 guess | thought 
he would open his heart to me if | did But that wasn't what happened. He told me that he didn't have those 
kind of feelings for me. In that moment | realized that Izzy used Me just like Axl used him. | have him the love 


he wanted from Axl. | was nothing but a good time. | was the one person he knew would never turn him down. 


But after he told me he didn't love him | shit him out. | never slept with him again But my heart just can't 


forget him. Still, after so much time, so much distance, and knowing my affections are in vain, | still love him. 


And | don't know that | can be here with him. Stuck with he and Axl. Its apparent that a spark is still there in 
Izzy's eyes. | don't want to feel the pain, bit | have no way to kill it or even take the edge off. Its crazy, but 


withdrawal is going to be a relief. 


Its So Easy 


Author's Notes: 
| really hope this goes well. Thanks for those of you who have given this a chance. Don't forget all the other 


side projects, as | and my co writers haven't. Holidays and hectic. 


Its So Easy 
Izzy's POV 


They say that time heals all wounds. Personally | agree only to a degree. First you have to find forgiveness. 
Secondly you have to let things go. | thought Slash and | had made our peace. Things had been civil with us 
since | left the band. We even recorded together several times. But today has mad me realize that Slash is still 
harboring a lot of pain. And its a pain | put there. 


| have so many regrets. | did so many horrible things when i was strung out. The sober me is so ashamed of 
myself for the things | did. So many things | can never take back. But how do you fix things that you can 


never change or erase? How do you seek forgiveness, resolution, and absolution? 


| fucked up bad with Slash. | should have never slept with him because | could see he had feelings for me. But | 
did it out of spite. Axl told me Erin was going to have a baby. | wanted him to feel the pain | did. | knew 
sleeping with a groupie wouldn't have mattered at all to him. But another guy.. Sure we did have several band 


orgies, but its sort of OK when your partner is present, participating and has given consent. 


Fucking Slash struck a nerve, but it didn't keep Axl from marrying her, even after she lost the baby. So 
anytime | felt blue, or missed Axl, or needed a mans touch | went to Slash. And | never treated him like a 
groupie fuck, i, dare | say, made love to him as if he were Axl. Maybe | fantasized he was Axl. And these cold 
hurtful things | did even once | got sober. Slash numbed losing Axl. On my part it was pure selfishness. 


| had gotten clean for many reasons. Mainly because | was forced to by the courts. But once | had a few 
weeks under my belt | started to notice a change in me. The way | thought, felt, and say the world. | tried so 
hard to be who Axl wanted me to be. It was probably the smartest thing | have ever done, or ever will do. | 
fought so hard for Axls love. | thought after his divorce that he would give me one more chance since | was 


sober. He didn't. He immediately hooked up with Stephanie. 


That was the point when | realized that | had to find forgiveness and let go. Like the old philosophy says, if you 
love something, set it free. If it comes back to you, its yours. If it doesn't, it was never meant to be. But just 
because | let him go and found forgiveness doesn't mean I've been able to stop loving him. | just don't know 


how to. Nor am | sure that | should. 


Being around him again hurts so much. My stomach t all knotted up. My chest aches. | have a headache. I'm so 
stressed that | just want to run. Run and never look backbut it looks like I'm stuck here Like everyone else for 
the next 365 days. Thank God its not Leapyear. But all bullshit aside, l'm happy to see his face again. | had 


missed those eyes and that golden red hair. 


Now Axl, Duff, and | are all just sitting in the control booth in silence. Steven and Slash were in bed. The puking 


would start very soon. They wouldn't be of much use for about a week, maybe longer. 
"So are we gonna do this thing or not?" Duff asks as he impatiently bounces his leg. 


Axl sighs and rubs his hand over the back of his neck. "There's Bo ducking way we can put a record out in a 


year, its impossible." 


"| put out a record a year. | assure you its possible. We just leave out all the fucking over dubs, layering, and 
orchrstras. Just keep the shit simple. We've all improved as musicians, soon we'll all be sober. We just write, 
play, and be done with it. Our best is enough now. We don't have to fix the junkies parts, we won't have to sit 


and wait because someone decides to not show up." 


"Yeah," Duff bods, "Its just us. No producers and engineers. Let's break it down like | Live Like A Suicide. Us and 
the music. No nit picking and being such perfectionists." 


‘I'm not the only one with that problem," Axl huffs "Slash is almost as bad as | am." 
"Look, | day calmly ad | fold my hands together on the mixer console, " Duff and | are the most productive in 
the studio. It takes us no time. And were both producers. Can you surrender your control and trust us? | 


promise we will do everyone justice. This is the only way this will ever work" 


Axl nods. "I know you're right. AMD even though | am agreeing right now..in a hour | might fight you on that. 


I'm without my meds. Soon I'm going to loose it. You promise not to let me blow this or hold it up?" 
Duff smirks, “Even if it requires brute force?" 


Axl nods, "Whatever it takes for us to get the fuck out of here." He glances at me but quickly let's his eyes 
flutter to the floor where he draws patterns with his foot in the carpet. 


Just Fucking Kill Me 


Just Fucking Kill Me 
Steven's POV 


Three days into sobriety and | m convinced that | m going to die. | haven't been sober since | was a kid. I'm 
pretty sure | didn’t like it then. | don't know that l'm going to make it. 'm so fucking sick. So so fucking sick. l'm 
stuck keeping vigil over the goddamn toilet. | can't leave it, either my head is shoved down it or my ass is 
sitting on it. My body is on fire and sweat is pouring out of me. My chest hair is just holding the shit like 
some wet blanket thrown over me. There isn't an adjective know to man that can explain the fucking misery 


I'm in. 


| hear the door to my room open, but | can't be bothered to be fucking hospitable and greet whoever it is. | 
can't stray from this fucking toilet. Whoever is there comes to the bathroom door. | can't turn to see who it 
is because l'm in mid wretch. But | can hear them come in and turn on the sink. Soon after | feel a cool wet 
rag go across my neck. It feels so good. And | wanted to be gracious and thank whoever it is just as soon as | 


can look. 
"If you drink water you'll have something in you to throw up and stop dry heaving." It was Izzy. 


At least he knew first hand what | was going through. Somehow he used to go through this shit all the time. 
Back then | was just mainly a pothead and very naive to this shit. All | knew was Izzy would be in bed for days 
with no one going in but Axl. And when he did come out it was just so Axl could help get him to a shower or 


toilet. 


All we ever knew was that Izzy was sick. Izzy was sick a lot. So often that we had this bucket under the sink 
that Axl had written ‘Izzy's' on it in big bold black letters. It was quite some time before the clues fell into 
place and we learned it was drugs that often left Izzy like this. He and Axl did a very good job of covering shit 
up. It was a specialty of theirs. 


| can hear a defeated sigh from him and | can picture him running his hand through his hair. I'm sure this is 
no picnic for him either. I'm sure its all a very unfriendly reminder of everything he has run away from to 
forget. Junkies, scorned lovers, the one that got away, and the ex members of a band that was destined for 


failure. 


"This is my fault Stevie," he speaks softly and | wonder what he means. "I'm the one who gave you that 
fucking poison and got you and Slash started up. I'm so sorry man. | was young and stupid and just wanted 
someone else to get high with. | had no idea the fire | was playing with. I'm responsible for this and Im having a 
bit of trouble trying to come to grips with that" 


| don't want to lay the fingers of blame here, but Izzy was doing it for me. | understand why he would see 


things that way, but | honestly don't blame him or hold him in account of it all. | chose to try it. | chose to do 
it again and again | admit, in anger | may have pointed an accusatory finger at all of the guys, but deep down | 


knew nothing Izzy ever did was with malicious intent, that was Axl's department. 


"l.l22," | try to say something but my guts keep trying to crawl out of my throat. | somehow manage to stop 


for a second and turn my head to look at him. "No.its OK.not your fault" | go face down again heaving. 


"But | didn't help. | supplied the shit. | brought it into your life. Into all of our lives. And after | got sober | 
could see what | had done. should have said something to you guys, rode your asses, something. But | just 
stuck my head in the sand and did my best to ignore everything. Guess that ignoring shit until it explodes in 


my face is just something | do. Ignoring, running, hiding.. And | should have been a man and fixed the things | 
helped break." 


Wow, that was a lot deeper than | had ever really thought before. Maybe drugs did kill your brain cells after 
all. "No Izz," | pant, “its cool.don't blame yourself for other people's problems. It was my fault for not taking 


care of myself." 


"Fuck," he sighs and hangs his head, "can't you see that everything is cause and effect? Our actions effect 


everyone and everything. No one is blameless, least of all me." 

Damn. Did Izzy get religious or something? Or is this what Izzy looks like when he's freaking out? | honestly 
don't know because Izzy has always been the epitome of cool. He was always so fucking quite. His sense of 
humor was dry. Sadly, I've never really spent much time with him since he got sober, and certainly never 
when | was. | didn't know what the hell to say. | felt like he maybe needed some comfort, but I'm too fucking 
sick to give it. Or maybe he just needs me to tell him that all is forgiven. Honestly, its not me he needs to 
apologize to. Its not my heart he broke or anything. 

"Izz. We're cool..really," | struggle to say without gaging. "I'll be fine. Everything will be." 


| watch the crease in his brows deepen. I'd ask what he was thinking but | don't know that he'd answer. If he 


did I'm not sure | can wrap my head around it right now. | m so sick. 

"Can | get you anything?" He finally asks. 

"No," | shake my head, "but thanks for asking man. Are you OK?" 

He just shakes his head and looks away. 

| get that this is hard for you. Its hard on all of us. But | know that we can do this. We just have to be 
broken like wild horses. We have to kick, buck and winnie until all the fight is out of us. Then we can move 


forward," | sigh. 


"I just don't know what to say to him Stevie..to Slash. | didn't know how he felt, he's never said a damn word." 


"That's because he knew how you felt, that he would never mean to you what Axl did," | shrug. 
"Yeah," he huffs, "but how do | apologize for..for loving Axl? For not loving him? For using him?" 
Fuck, | don't know. Why was he even asking me? Obviously | wasn't the sharpest tool in the shed. Surely his 


questions would be better answered by someore else. | was just a sick junkie who couldn't stray from the 


toilet. What do | know about apologies? What do | know about being gay or bi? Better still, what do | know about 


love period? 
"| don't know man.but you've got a year to figure it all out." 


His eyes almost roll but he refrains and just stares blankly. "I'll check on you later," he almost whispers to me 


as he backs out the door. 


Insomniacs 


Author's Notes: 
Hopefully you guys are enjoying this and its love triangle/kidnapping/reunion plot is going. So many gnr rumors 


have been floating around so... 


Insomniacs 
Axl's POV 


| can't sleep, not that | ever really do. There is a pleather of reasons why. First is Slash throwing up on the 
other side of my wall. He's doing everything from yelling and moaning to begging and praying. Secondly, fucking 
with me is the fact that I'm locked in this goddamn place.. Apparently for a fucking year because there's no 
way we can get a record done in a single year. Also troubling me is I'm trapped with some guys | really don't 
want to be around. Next is the fact that | don't know how | might act when the meds wear off. Then there's 
the issue of this fucking bed, it sucks. And finally, there's Izzy. Oh, and l'm an insomniac. 


| decide to say fuck it and just get up. Really wish this shithole had a TV at least. The only entertainment is 
Izzy's fucking dpg, Marilyn. She likes to fetch. At least she gets a doggie door and a nice big back yard. For me, 


the one that can't sleep, my only option is to raid the kitchen. Some warm milk perhaps, maybe chamomile tea 


As | get closer to the kitchen | hear soft acoustic guitar. There's a slight chance that it's Duff, but | already 
know it's Izzy. | know his playing. And sure enough, when | walk through the archway, there he is. He's sitting 
at the table with a cup of tea sitting in front of him. Marilyn lay sleeping at his feet. He's playing but his eyes 
are sort of staring away under the table. | could tell that something was on his mind. 


| clear my throat. "You've gotten really good at that thing." God did that sound as lame as | think? 


His eyes look up at me. | can see the anxiety written all over his face. He nervously shifts to stand up. "I'll get 


out of your way." 


‘Its cool, stay. | was just getting some warm milk, yes, something to hopefully help me sleep." | go in and open 


the fridge. 


"Um, this came for you," he says softly and takes a bottle of pills from his pocket and sits them on the table. 
"They tossed them in through the doggie door." 


| walk over and examine the bottle. It was my pills. | quickly open them and take one out. 


"| made some chamomile tea if you want. It's over there," he points to the stove. 


| walk over and pour some. | then sit across from Izzy at the table. | take a sip and pop the pill in my mouth 


and swallow. Izzy watches me intently. 
‘Do they help?" He asks adverting his attention back to his guitar. He's always hidden behind it. 
"Well, Beta seems to think so," | sigh. 


"| guess | see a difference too," he softly utters. "I just hope you are able to do your part. | want to get the 
hell out of here." 


"You never did stick around in one place for too long," | make small talk and sip my tea. 


Izzy just nods as he runs his fingertip around the rim of his glass. 


"Sooo..looks like the Slash situation has come back to bite you in the ass." Shit that's not the best way to make 


small talk. 

Izzy's eyes look up and meet mine for a split second before he looks away. He turns and sits his guitar aside. 
He turns back and rests his arms on the table and folds his hands together. "Do you really want to get into 
this right now?" 


| nod. "We have to get past shit so we can get on with things. We have a record to make, right? We've known 


each other 22 years. And we've never been able to stay mad at one another. We could always talk." 
| was never mad at you," he says, now staring at out folded hands. 

"| was never mad at you either," | admit. 

He huffs, "What about your "Fuck Izzy" rants on stage?" 

"| wasn't mad lzz.. | was hurt," | confess. 

His eyes look at me, but | can't read the expression on his face. ‘Well.. Mission accomplished Axe." 


‘I'm sorry zz. You leaving was such a shock to me. | thought.. | don't know what | thought other than you'd 
always be there for me. Then you left and shit just slowly fell apart. It just wasn't the same without you." 


‘Shit just got too fucked up for me. You just changed so much when you got a little bit of fame. Duff stayed 
so drunk he didn't even remember playing shows, or having to lay down through a couple songs to play. Slash 
was all strung out. Fans were always mad because the shows never started on time. Things between us fell 


apart. Shit with Slash.it had to end. | was hurting him the same way that you were hurting me." 


‘We both got worse with you gone," | shrug and take a sip of tea. "Slash was so in love with you." 

Izzy's hazle eyes flicker to mine, "But | loved you. | always did. | knew when we were just kids in Indiana. And 
that was part of my leaving. Slash loved me like | loved you. He told me he did and | looked him right in the eye 
and told him that | was in love with you." 

"Ouch," | sigh. 


"Yeah," Izzy too sighs, "| have no clue how to apologize to him. And apparently shits not cool between us like | 


thought" 

"Suppose he's still in love with you," | shrug. 

‘And Im still not in love with him. But | feel bad for that 

"What are you gonna do Izzy, give the guy sympathy love? Lie to him?" 

Izzy shakes his head. "Six years later Im in the same boat. | still love someone else. 
"Im sorry about you and Anika," | humbly say. 


‘It's like some deja vu. Seems like anyone who tells me that they love me gets the same speech..that | love 


someone else." 


My eyes dart up at him, but he's not looking at me. Was he saying he still loved me? After all these years? 
After all the public cheap shots I've taken at him? 


"I started to talk in my sleep when | got sober. Most nights | dreamed of you. And one night | apparently said 
something that made her leave me. She didn't say what. She just point blank asked me about you. | did want to 
lie to her so | told her everything. | told her | was still in love with you." 


His eyes nervously stare at my frozen glare. | know | need to tell him that | loved him too. He haunted me. No 
matter where he went he was always with me. | could never let him go completely. God knows | had tried to 
let him go. | was never successful at that. Back then before he sobered up it just got to be too much for me. 
| was so scared of losing him to drugs that | just had to take a step back | know | abandoned him when he 


needed me the most. In return, he left me when | needed him the most too. 
'Izz.| never stopped loving you either." 


His eyes light up as he looks at me. | hear h finally exhale the breath he had been holding since | entered the 
room. A very slight Izzy smile comes to his face and he shyly glances down at his cup. 


"Seriously?" He asks softly. 


"You're the only one | ever have loved" 
His smile brightens. "| could never love anyone but you." 


A comforting silence wraps us and it feels so fucking good. The weight of the world had lifted off us. For once 
we were on the same page. Izzy wasn't the same person who had been flawed and addicted. He was the man | 


always knew he could be if he got his shit together. | hope I've managed to become the man he always wanted 


me to be too. 


Inexperienced 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry it's been a while. Hope this is good. 
Inexperienced 


Duff's POV 


Slash was burning up. He was drenched in sweat. The bed was soaked, and | don't know if it's all sweat or not. 
He's all moaning and shit. Sometimes he cries. He's trembling all over. He can't even get still enough to fall 
asleep, and it's been days now. | can see how exhausted he is. | wish to god | knew what to do. At this point | 
wished | had a fix to give him. 


| sit rocking back and forth with my arms wrapped around me. | was mentally trying to block out Slash's 


sounds of distress, but it wasn't working. No one could ignore this, including a blind mute. My thoughts are 
torn as the lamp crashes into the wall by my head. 


"What the fuck?!" | look up and can see Slash has thrown it at me. What the hell have | done? "Dude?" 

Slash just writhes in agony. | think he's attempting to cuss me out, but all the sound he can manage is 
whimpers, moans, and cries. | just don't know what the fuck to do. | was never a fucking junkie. Never been 
through this kind of withdrawal symptoms before. Maybe he wants me to go. In the corner of my eye | notice 
the door cracking open 


Izzy slowly pokes his head in. "Everyone OK?" 


| sigh in relief. "Izz.man | don't have a clue what to do here," | motion to Slash curling in and out of fetal 


position 


Izzy comes further into the room. He has a bag of Hershey's Kisses in his hand. "Slash?" he says softly and 
approaches him like he expected him to rip out his throat or something. 


"Go away," Slash cries and buries his face. 
Izzy opens the bag of candy. "Here..this will help," he unwraps one and bends down on his knees next to the bed. 
"No! Get out," Slash rolls over with his back to Izzy. 


Izzy sighs. "| know you want me to go, but I'm the only one here who knows what you're going through right 


now. I've been there too. Let me help. Please." 

| don't want to look at you," Slash whimpers and pulls the pillow over his head. 

"I know," Izzy nods and looks down. "I understand. What | did.to you, it was wrong. But | didn't know how you felt. 
| swear | didn't have a clue until you told me. And I'm sorry | didn't feel the same.! wish | could have because 
you're a great guy and | really miss having you around to jam with." 

| watched Izzy's delicate demeanor. | could sense his own shame. Izzy has always been so hard understand but 
right now | don't seemw be having a problem. Maybe | would have understood what was happening with them 
years ago had | have been sober. I+ still amazed me at times how the world looks completely different through 
sober eyes. 

"| don't need your bullshit pity," Slash moans. 

"Well good cuz | wasn't offering any. I'm just trying to get you through a shitty time. | still remember how it 
feels. Sometimes | even dream about it and wake up swearing | can for a few moments. So | get it. Just let me 
help, | didn't have anyone to help me." Izzy reaches over and tries to get Slash to face him. 

Slash hesitantly rolls over on his back. Tears stream from the corners of his eyes as he sniffles. 

"Here," Izzy humbly smiles and pushes the chocolate at him. "Itll metabolize the smack." 

"| can't hold it down," Slash protests staring up at the ceiling. 


"Just try," lzzy softly urges again He gently puts the candy to Slash's lips. 


He parts them and | can't help but notice more tears stream from his eyes. He rolls the chocolate around his 


mouth. He allows his eyes to fall on Izzy. "What do you see in him?" 


Izzy just blinks and looks back down at the chocolate and opens another one. "It doesn't have a black and white 


answer," he shakes his head, "the heart just wants what it wants." 
"|.| would have been so good to you Izzy," he says and his voice cracks as he does. 


"I know," Izzy nods still looking down, "but | would have been no good for you. Axl's the only one who can get in 
my head. He loves me as much as | love him. I'm real sorry you got caught up in the middle of shit. It's my 


fault and if | could take it back, | would" 


"| wouldn't," Slash shakes his head, "not one second." 


Terms 


Terms 
Slash's POV 


Izzy's eyes flutter away from me when | tell him that | wouldn't trade a minute of the time we had spent 
together. l'm not sure what is going through his head, but regret is pretty evident. It hurts to see so much 
regret on his face. | could never regret him. | wish to god | could make him feel the same, but | know now that 
| can't. He belonged to Axl, just like the name of the band and all it's royalties. As if | didn't already have 


enough reasons to fucking hate Axl. 


Axl Rose wasn't capable of loving anyone the way they deserved. Axl never put anyone above himself. If he did 
it was news to me. | know he's to blame for all those years that Izzy was an addict. He toyed with Izzy's heart 
so much that the guy didn't know how to cope. He just numbed the pain and ran around in oblivion waiting for 


Axl to give him a pat of approval. 


| wish | could understand what Izzy saw in someone who rarely gave him a kind word. My only guess was that 
it must have been something that stemmed back to childhood. Who knows what they were like growing up in 
Indiana. Maybe they had been really happy. It would explain why Izzy just couldn't let him go. 


‘Slash..you shouldn't say such things. | mean.l've given you no reason to.. You should hate me for what | did to 
you..to the band. | honestly didn't know that your feelings for me were what they were. | guess | should have 
payed more attention. | probably shouldn't have done any of the things | did with you. | was selfish. All | could 
think about was a way to get Axl's attention | wanted to hurt him.but | ended up hurting you too and l'm so 
sorry about that Slash." 


| shake my head and feel more tears fall from my eyes. "Don't," | manage to croak, "you don't have to 
apologize for anything Izzy. You didn't lead me on or anything. You didn't promise me the moon. | knew it was 
just sex for you..but | foolishly thought | could make you feel more. | thought that if Axl married Erin you'd 
just fall into my arms. | thought that | could win you by default." 

‘lm sorry it didn't work so simply," he says softly as he unwrapped another chocolate. 

| huff, "You're the one stuck with Axl so who really got the short end of the stick?" 


Izzy smiles but still can't look at me. "That's a valid point | suppose." 


I'm sorry you have to see me like this man.| know that since you got sober you have had this zero tolerance 


thing going on" 


‘Its OK," he softly says. 


"Well | don't feel so OK about it" 
"Well right now | imagine not. wish | could tell you that everything will be OK once it's out of your system." 
"What do you mean?" | ask him. 


He sighs, "Nobody ever tells you that the real battle starts after detox. Boredom, depression, just not knowing 
what the hell to do with yourself” 


"How long does it last?" | curiously ask. 


"Just depends," he shrugs, "but being locked up like this takes away a lot of room for failure. You won't be able 


to relapse, no matter how much you may want to." 


| feel a twinge of claustrophobia. Just thinking about never getting high again was a little terrifying. "How did 
you get through it?" 


His eyes glance at me but a split second. "I tried replacing my addictions with healthier habits." 
"What do you mean?" 


"Well Duff got me into running, that helps. At first | tried tea drinking and extreme sports. | know you won't 
believe this, but there's lots of things out there that will give you a rush. They just aren't as likely to kill 


you." 


Silence seeped in through the cracks and wrapped around us. Normally it would have been awkward, but right 
now its sorta comfortable. | know Izzy isn't a bad guy. | know he didn’t intentionally hurt me. | honestly want 
him to be happy, even if it is with that asshole. 

"Izzy?" 

"Yeah?" he asks only glancing for a second. 


| swallow the lump in my throat, "Are you and Axl.back together?" 


‘lm. its a little complicated right now. He loves me, he did tell me that. But you know nothing with Axe is ever 


easy or smooth." 
"Can you really be happy with someone like that?" 


He tenderly smiles and looks down. "I'm pretty used to him. He's different when people aren't around. It's hard 


to explain 


"| really want you to be happy," | nod 
"Thanks," he nods. 

"| think I'm gonna be sick again," | say and jump up to get to the bathroom 
"Hl go get you some water." Izzy calls out and | can only assume that he left 


| heave over the toilet as a little spit and bile spill from my stomach. And Izzy seems to think that this was 
the easy part.. 


The Facts 


The Facts 
Axl's POV 


| sat with Duff listening to some lyrics he had come up with. He had become a pretty good songwriter and | 
am pretty impressed. | guess sobriety had done him some good in that department. | had become so used to 
be the sole songwriter since Izzy left. Now four of us are songwriters. | still felt strange writing with someone 


besides Izzy. Even writing alone just never felt right. But | had my muse and writing partner back again. 


Right now he was tending to Slash. If | didn't know how sick Slash was | might be a little jealous. He did try to 
take Izzy from me for years. | guess | shouldn't have worried but that's just what jealous people do. 
Fortunately for me, Izzy loved me. | was such a self absorbed jackass sometimes but he loved me in spite of 
it. It seems as if I've never been able to do anything to make him love me any less. Fortunate for me, but not 


so fair for Izzy. Though I'm truly grateful for his loyalty. 
"Axl," Duff sighs as he lays down his pen and focuses on the words he has written, but he's not reading them. 


"Yeah man?" | ask looking up from the piano notes that | had just written down on sheet music. | look up at him 


and notice the way his brows crease with concern. Something important is obviously on his mind. 
"I feel kinda strange asking cuz its none of my business," he stammers twiddling the pen in his left hand. 
"No, go ahead," | urge him, "get it off your chest if something is bothering you man" 


"Well, to be honest, its Izzy. | mean.. | was around him when you weren't. He never could get over you and 
believe me, he tried. And now | look at him and he's suddenly floating on cloud nine and shit. | can only assume 
that it's because of you. I'm just hoping that you're not doing it just to get out of this place faster. Izzy don't 
deserve that. He's walked through hell and back and I've missed his smile. Please don't be playing games with 
his heart again.that's all l'm trying to say." And he finally concludes his speech. 


"Duff," | sigh, "I think maybe it's time for someone to clue you in on mine and lzz's history." 
"No no, | don't want to pry." He politely protests. 


"Is OK, | think its time you knew. The history between Izzy and | has always affected this band. I'm sure 
that's one constant that will never change. So | think it's time for you to understand the whole picture." He 
just nods and seems interested. "| guess the best place to start would be Indiana. Izzy wasn't born there you 
know. He was born in Florida and spent several years there, until his parents split. He hated Indiana from the 
very beginning. He was quiet for the most part, not so much shy, much more of an observant, soft spoken 


guy. We could not have been more opposite." 


"Really, you two used to seem pretty in synch to me." 


"It took a while to get that way. When we were kids we didn't, dress the same, talk the same, act the same, 


like the same music, TV shows, or even have similar beliefs," | reminisce. 
"Then how'd you..” 


"| got rebellious and Izzy sold pot," | smile and Duff chuckles. "So | ended up hanging out with him more and 
more. And l'm sure what it's like once Izzy lets his guard down and lets you get to know him. He's magnetic. In 
my case he was an addiction, an obsession. | knew | was straight. But when | was with Izzy | questioned that. 
And it was hard to tell with Izzy. He had girls. But there was just something in his eyes when he looked at me. 


Just this curious stare." 

"What, like he was interested in you or something?" He asks me. 

It was more than that. It was like everything all rolled into one. When he looked at me | couldn't tell where my 
world ended and his began. The only time | ever felt safe, or content, or vaguely happy was when | was with 
him. He just radiated this calmness, and me, | was this festering ball of anger. But being around him neutralized 
that. | needed him to feel like | could breathe. | would follow him anywhere, and | did." 


"But like how did you two get around to..you know, hooking up?" 


| take a deep breath as the memory surfaces. It's painful. td locked it away for a long long time. "I haven't 
thought about that in a long time," | mindlessly mutter. 


"You don't have to tell me.." 

"No. | want to. I've never had the chance to tell anyone. You should know. All of you should," | nod. 

"| really didn't mean to pry. But | would like to know." 

"I know you know about my past.my real father, my step dad." 

He nods and gets a look that bestows pity on me. 

"Well, one night | pissed the Reverend off a little bit more than usual. | cant remember exactly what | did 
because pretty much anything concerning me pissed him off. He beat the he shit out of me real bad that 
night. | somehow broke free and ran. | ran the only place | knew that | felt safe. | ran to Izzy's house. He lived 
like out of town so | walked a while before | stole some kids bike. It hurt so bad to pedal it. Finally | made it. | 
lightly tapped on his window as | had a hundred times before. Izzy's house was always where | ran to. When 


Izzy looked at me he went pale and his jaw dropped. He asked me, " Bill, did he do this to you? " | just dropped 
to my knees crying. Izzy left to go see if he could find me something to drink and clean me up with. While he 


was gone | pulled out a knife and just started slicing myself up. For some reason it was calming. | didn't even 
realize when Izzy came back in. He tackled me and we struggled for the knife. Back then Izzy was a lot stronger 
than me, so he got it away from me. He threw it across the floor. He pinned me down and tears just started 
falling out of his eyes and onto my cheeks. He told me to never do that again, dying wasn't the answer, leaving 
Indiana was the only answer. He blurted out how much he loved me and how bad it would fuck him up to find 
me dead. He just held me on the floor, pinning my wrists and staring at me for the longest time. Then, very 
slowly, he leaned down and lightly touched his lips to mine. | think | moaned or something to let him know it was 
cool to proceed. So he let go of my wrists and ran his hands through my hair. He got me to open my mouth 
and he slipped his tongue in. | wrapped my arms around him and we lay on that floor kissing for a long time. He 
made me promise to always talk to him. He promised me he would always love me and only me. He promised he 


would never leave me, not even if | deserved it" 

"Did you promise?" 

| smile, "Of course | did. | loved him. | always have. | will till my dying breath." 

"But he did leave. He left not only you but all of us," he points out. 

| hurt him so bad he had no choice Duff. | married Erin He felt betrayed. | rode his ass to get clean for 


years and when he finally did | pushed him away. | never thought he would forgive me for that, but somehow 


he did. | still love him, and by some miracle he still loves me. I'll never take that for granted again" 


H's Gonna Be A Long Road To Recovery 


It's Going To Be A Long Road To Recovery 
Stevens POV 


Its been a few weeks for Slash and |. We'd lived through the hellish physical pain. Now we just feind and sink 
deeper into depression. We could have given a fuck about music. | can't speak for Slash, but | keep dreaming up 
stupid ways to get out of here. | have even checked the inventory for anything to cop a buzz, nyquil, vanilla 
extract, to whippets. At this point | would drink my blood if it got me off. Seriously, even the fruit l'm eye 
balling closely. 


Slash fumbles in his room quietly but every now and then | hear shit breaking. He's not like me. Slash gets 
pissed like a caged animal. We used to have handlers whose sole jobs were to make sure we didn't get too 


fucked up. But hell, these guys partied too. I'm sure that was Axls ides. By then Izzy had problems Of his ovn. 


It must have been really hard being around call of usvwhen he couldn't bevon the same page. You know, Izzy's 
the only one who has ever apologized for kicking me out of the band. He says he wasn't for it. And | believe 

Izzy. | respected the shit out of the guy. Izzy was possibly the worst user if us all, but the first if us to get 
clean It wasn't all at once. First it was smack and pulls. Soon after it was drinking because drinking always gets 


him into trouble coke was the last to go. But he fucking did it with the shit right. Under his nose. 


Trying to lead a sober life aside, there was the fucking love triangle with Axl, Izzy, and Slash. If the as hard on 
all if them. Axl just loved and wanted to be with Izzy. Maybe Izzy knew Axl wasn't the one. Maybe he finally 


got just how mental he was. Sobriety played a key role in his decisions to end things. A clean cut was Izzy's 


style. 


| had heard things after izzy left. Things Axl and Slash always fighting. They couldn't even stand each other to 
make music. | hope they're past all that. | can hear Axl, Duff,came Izzy jamming in the studio. | weakly walk 
along the wall until they come into view. They sounded so fucking good. Way better than we had wasted. 

"Hey popcorn," Duff stops his playing, "feeling better?" 

"Yeah, just ask like a kitten," | nod. 

"You need food and exercise," Izzy softly comments. 


Axl sighs audibly and rolls his eyes and resting his hands on his hips 


Izzy glances at him from the corner of his eye. "" How's Slash managing?" He tenderly asks me. Again, Axl. 


makes his sigh heard. Izzy slightly smirks. | think he only does it to press Axls buttons. 


| shrug, "well the upside is that he doesn't have much left to break . his body is over withdrawals. But | think 


he's nervous about facing you guys all together like this " 

"Understandable," Duff nods. "I'll go now." 

"Maybe its not you he needs to talk to," | stop Duff deadvib hisvteacks and all eyes fall in Axl, 
He smirks a chuckle. "No way. Fucking forgot it" 

"Axe, you gotta," Izzy softly signs, "I already talked to him. | think we're cool" 

"Izz, you don't know what went down after you left," his gaze too flutters down, 


"Now would been a good time don't Il me don't you think Axe?" Izz Asked pulling out a cigarette. He struck his 
lighter and ininhaled deeply. He had a feeling it wasn't good 


"He played him!" Duff blurts 


"Shut the fuck up!" Axl defensively shouts. 


"IFs true! You knew what he wanted from Izzy n and you gave it just so you could pretend it was Izzy giving 


you all that love!" 
"You're two seconds from getting fucked up McKagan!" 


Izzy sadly looks at Axl," That true?" 


Mind Games 

Mind Games 

Izzy's POV 

| couldn't believe the fucked up shit that was being blurting out. Was it true? Was there more to the he falling 
out with Axl and Slash that | hadn't heard about? Is it possible that when | left | created this monster inside 
of Axl? Could he hurt Slash just for the sake of vengeance? For the sake of hurting me because | wasn't 
there to personally take it? 

| look at Axl and with one glance at him | have my answer. "You led him on?" 

Axl nods with a sigh and refuses to look at me. 


"That's putting it pretty fucking mildly," Duff huffs. 


"What did he do Duff?" | ask. | can feel my stomach tying in knots because | already know what the answer will 
be. 


"He made him fall in love with him! And then when he did he told him to go fuck himself. He looked at him and 
told him he got what he deserved for trying to steal you from him. He told him he thought about you every 
time he fucked him just to get it up. He tried blaming him for leaving the band, and for leaving you," Duff 


emphatically explains. 


My eyes fall back on Axl as | can only seem to shake my head. How could he treat Slash so cruelly? Axl tries 
to take a step toward me but | hold up my hand and back up. | can't even look at him. 


"Izz," he utters, "i was dead inside without you." 


"So do what Axl typically does, take the shit out on someone else. | was an idiot to think that for one second 
you had changed" 


‘It was right after you left. It lasted five minutes. It was nothing, and Slash knows that too." 

"Yeah, now he does," Steven smirks. 

"You weren't even there," Axl shouts at him, "just stay out of the shit! " 

| look at Duff knowing | can get a straight answer from him. He looks at me and cocks his head to the he side. 


"Slash thought he was finding everything in Axl that he always longed for from you. Axl played Slash as much 


as a person can be played man. | was wondering there. | thought it was all real. And then was there when a 


room of about 250 people got to find out the harsh truth. He told him he hated him. He told him he got with 
him just to hurt him. He said he tried to be just a ke you for him. Slash was fucking devastated." 


"He od'd that night," Steven adds. 

My mouth h has to be gaping when | turn back to Axl. He shrugs at me with h the desperation of the I5 year 
old Billy | remembered from a lifetime ago. "You fucking destroyed me when you left Izz! | needed you. Don't 
you know how much I've always needed you? | didn't know what to do with you just suddenly gore. l.. | lost my 
fucking mind Izz | did a lot of things I'm not real proud of" 

"Does that include what you put him through? How could you be so cruel?" | ask. 

"Me cruell? Let's not forget which of us played games with him first!” Axl points at me sternly. 

"Not fucking mind games you prick!" | yell in his face." | never asked him to be with me. | never told him | 
loved him! And when he told me | told him to his face that | loved you! And | sure as fuck didn't pretend to be 


someone else to fuck with his mind! That's sick Axl! " 


He tries to take my hands and talk softly but | keep jerking away. "It was a long long time ago Iz. It's done. | 


can't toke it back now 

"No but you could fucking apologize," Duff throws in 
"Thank you Duff" | point out. 

Axl looks down and sighs. "Izz, you know | suck at apologies” 


"Well you're just gonna have to keep trying until you get it right!" | stand my ground. 


Toppled Dominos 


Toppled Dominos 
Axis POV 


Didn't want to do this. Didn't want to knock on Slashs door. Didn't want to face him. Didn't want to see that look 
on his face. Didn't want to face any of this. But if | don't shit around here would just stay in a stale limbo. And 
any progress Izzy and | have managed to make will come to an abrupt halt. | have to do this but | don't fucking 


want to. 
Shit! Fuck! Goddamn! 


| raise my fist and knock at the door. "What?" Slashs voice snaps from inside. | gulp. | take a deep breath and 
turn the doorknob. | slowly open the door and stick my head in. Slash is reclined back on the headboard of his 
bed smoking a cigarette. His expression changes the second he sees me. "What do you want?" He asks me and 


the way he says ‘you' is a bit volatile. 


| swallow my stomach back out of my throat and into its proper cavity. | inch into the room, shutting the door 
behind me. Slash just glares at me and smoked his cigarette in a pissed off manner. | open my mouth to speak, 
but not a single word comes out. This is weird. Words have always flow out when they shouldn't, but now that 


they should.. Nothing. 
"Did you come in here just to stare like a fucking freak or what?" Slash shrugs. 


Out of nervousness and not knowing what the fuck else to do, | pull out a cigarette of my own and light it up. | 
take a drag. Exhale, still no words, drag again. "Slash," | finally manage, but the cat sinks its claws into my 


tongue once again. 
"Axl." He shrugs. 
"Um..fuck man, you know what I'm doing here," | drag from my cigarette again 


"Well these thin ass walls tell me Duff outed you to Izzy about what you did to me. Now you're in here cuz 
Izzy wants you to apologize. But | know you'd never have come in here otherwise. You don't give a shit about 


what you did to me. You could care less about my fucking forgiveness. You're just cornered." 


| drag from my cigarette thinking how dead on accurate he was. Now would be a really good time for some of 
my philosophic words, they just aren't coming. What do | say? | sigh and exhale as | do. "You know.. When we 
were kids Izzy and | would have arguments and not speak for days. It was always Izzy who would be the first 
to say something. He always said | was the most stubborn person he had ever met. What can | say? Im a 


jackass full of stubborn pride..and I've never said | m sorry to anyone. My step dad used to beat them out of 


me. | guess after that | sorta told myself that Id never say | was sorry again. But this is a very rare and 
unique situation in which | see the error of my ways. While | could justify that shit then, | see how wrong | 
was now. | was in pain and | don't deal with the shit well. Its something that I've worked on, but it's a work in 


progress. | really hope you know how hard this is for me." 

Slash just looks at me wondering if I'm done. "Was that like your apology?" 

| nod. 

"What's wrong with..'Slash, l'm sorry’? It's three fucking words and not some trip around the world and down 
memory lane that never directly addressed me with an apology." He drags from his cigarette and cocks his 


head just dying for what | might say next. 


| bite at the inside of my cheek. "Slash.'m sorry for the things | did to you and any pain they may have 


caused you." 

He looks a bit shocked. "That was a good one. It even sorta sounded sincere." He snuffs out his cigarette. He 
sighs and looks back up at me. ‘Do you love him, for real? Or are you paying him back now for something he's 
done to you in the last 20 years? Because Izzy really fucking loves you. If you hurt him.. " 


‘You still love him!" | cut him off. 


His head drops. ‘I've tried everything | know to do not to. | can't turn that switch off. And since we're being 


honest, when | was with you, | pretended you were him too." 

"So what do we do about this? Take ten paces and draw at high noon?" 

He sadly smiles, "No, its Izzy's choice and lzzy chose you. | have enough respect for Izzy to let him make that 
choice. The thing between me and you kinda made me realize how | did everything | could to make him love 
me..but | never could. There's no room in his heart for anyone but you and its always been that way. It's as it 
should be. | won't interfere. I'll just have to get used to it" 


"So we cool?" | shrug. 


"Yeah, whatever, we all want to get the fuck out of here, right?" 


Midnight Songwriters 
Midnight Songwriting 
Izzy's POV 


Axls always stayed up nights. While the world sleeps he's awake, thinking, raging, writing, or playing the piano. 
Its his gentle ministrations on the ivory keys that wake me up. Marilyn stares at the door wondering what the 
sound is. | don't play piano so she's not used to the sound. | smile as | listen. I'd really missed hearing him play 
like that. Piano is where he shined to me, not his voice, those gentle notes. | listen closely as he keeps repeating 


and restarting the same melody. 

Eventually curiosity gets the best of me and | crawl out of my bed. Im in boxers. Theres no need for anything 
else everyone here has seen me in a lot less. | follow the sound until Axl comes into my view. Surprisingly 
there's a soft melancholy smile on his face. He's wearing only a pair of shorts. This is good, now | don't feel 
overdressed. | stand quietly in the shadows for a long time watching him. He is still so captivating to me. 

He stopped playing and rested his elbow on the edge of the piano. His hand ran over his face and | could hear 
him sigh. Then in one violent jerk he slams the lid down over the keys. | can't help but jump. "Goddamnit,” he 


hisses and just stares at the piano. | decide that now is probably a good time to make my presence known. 


| clear my throat a little bit and step out of the shadows. His head snapped to look at me and | literally 


watched peace sweep him. "Can't sleep?" | ask. 
"I didn't wake you up did 1?" He asks me? 


| reach down and pet Marilyn at my side, "lm not used to the sound of you playing piano at night anymore. It's 
OK though, I've actually missed it" 


He faintly smiles and rests his face on his cheek and elbow supported by the piano. "I was trying to write a 
song but it sucks." 


"Oh | doubt that," | smile, "you're just knit picking again." 


He just shrugs, "Why don't you write something? Youre the one that could make a song out of anything. 
Haven't you got any ideas? Maybe we could use some of the solo shit you and Duff have done?" 


"Shit?" | raise an eyebrow. 


“That's not what | meant, | have a copy of your Ju Ju Hounds thing, | thought it was very you. | liked it. | went 


to sleep many nights to your voice. Its always been so calm and it calms me." 


| lightly chuckle, "Wish | could say the same Axe..but your voice is kinda hard to go to sleep to. But thats the 


voice that made us famous." 
"Izzy." He says as his eyes fall to the piano. 


"Yeah?" 


"They had to go back in and remove polyps off my vocal cords last year. | haven't even attempted to sing a 
note. What if | don't have that voice anymore? You remember how many months it took me after the first 


time? We don't have that kind of time. And what if.if it never." 


"Don't think that way. You didn't even have your own talking voice after the first time, but you sound like you. 
A little practice and you'll be good as new," | try to reassure him. "Give it a shot" 


He shrugs, "Don't really feel like singing." 

| walk over and sit next to him at the piano. He just looks at me with a mixture of interest and confusion. | 
raise the lid on the piano again. | start playing twinkle twinkle little star because it's literally the only thing | can 
play on piano. | smile and look over at Axl. "Twinkle twinkle little star," | sing. Nod my head at him hoping he will 
sing. 

He smirks, "How | wonder what you are." 

"Up above the world so high." 


"Like a diamond in the sky." 


We finish singing together. When | take my hands off the keys Axl busts out laughing. "You think our captives 


would be pissed if we do an album of covered nursery rhymes?" 

| chuckle, "Most likely." 

It gets quite as we sit inches apart just looking at each other. Axl slowly leans into me. My heart skips a beat. 
He's gonna kiss me. | want it, but shit, I'm nervous. He slowly draws closer and closer. "Um," | say just as his 
lips are about to connect with mine. 

He pulls back and looks at me with scrunched brows. 

"Do you object?" He asks. 


"No," | quickly say, “just..its been a while..and | haven't been with a guy since..since you." 


"Then you need to relieve some tension. | do too. My situation isn't that different from yours," he tells me. 


| know he's right, and | do want him. Ill forever want him. "Wanna come to my room?" | softly ask. | know | 


must be 50 shades of red. 
"What? And waste the use of a perfectly sturdy piano?" 


| just look at him for the longest time. Then | lean into him. Our Ips connect lke magnets. Our kiss is so needy 
its desperate. My hands quickly go into those long red strands i always dream of. Axl pulls me even closer. His 
tongue swirls with mine and every thought leaves my mind but him. | can feel my dick growing and sticking out 
of my boxers. Axl must notice because his hand wraps around it. | moan into his mouth. God | wanted him so 


bad. 


| pull away, "Maybe we should take it slow," | breathlessly say. 


| Really Miss My Wife 
| Really Miss My Wife 
Duffs POV 


| lay awake in my bed listening to Axl softly playing piano for a long while. This used to be pretty ritualistic. 
Axls always been a night owl. There was always at least a keyboard laying around. Axl always preferred to 
play when he thought no one was listening, at least until he had perfected whatever he was working on. But 


strangely, an Axl Rose composition turned into twinkle twinkle little star. 


| strain to listen, which isn't fucking hard, these walls are literally paper thin. | can hear Izzy with him. They're 
singing. And judging by the one key at a time piano melody | assume Izzy's the one playing. | can soon hear 
their jovial laughter. For a moment it felt like the old days. The days when the two of them were in synch and 


inseparable. The days before Izzy's addiction came between them. 


| had no idea that they went at each other like rabid dogs when they were alone for a long time. They were 
usually careful about hiding their relationship. They kept or shared girlfriends, recycled if you will. We all 

fucked the same chicks, it was no big deal. There's a strange comfort in knowing all your friends have crabs 
too. But | never knew about them, that is until | accidentally stumbled into their shared room thinking it was 


mine. 


Shit they looked so into one another. It wasn’t crude fucking, it was passionate and caring. Their movements 
were slow and meaningful. | remember the initial shock | had felt. It lasted about half a second. For some 
reason it just made sense, they made sense. Axl freaked out a little at me busting in on them. Izzy, being Izzy, 


just smiled at me and replied, "Second door on the left bro, not the right." And after that night the two of 
them slowly began to come out of their closets. We all did. 


Me personally, im not gay, but I've done some very gay shit. It's easy to blame it on drugs and alcohol, but 
who's to say | wouldn't have done it sober? At one point we were all so close that it was just natural 
sometimes. We've all fucked each other. We've had orgies. And after sharing these experiences, it just further 
forged the thing with Axl and Izzy. They weren't the same with us as they were that night | walked in on 
them. At one point they were very much in love | think. But everything self destruct. Axl met Erin. Izzy's drug 
use got worse. The band got bigger. Everything got excessive and distorted. We all just started drifting. 


Apparently not even Axl and Izzy were immune to the rift. 


And then | realize that the laughter has stopped. The music has quit. | can barely hear them whisper. And 
again silence. Don't take rocket science to figure out what fills the silence. | sigh and think of that night so 
many years ago that | saw them. | wondered if they were finding their way back to that? | think it would be 


nice. No one ever truly understood those two but themselves. 


| hear random keys being hit without pattern or rythem. An elbow? A back? An arm? An ass? Then soft 


moans, Izzy's | believe, he was always more vocal than Axl in bed. | guess they're going at it right there on 
the piano bench. Fuck. | fucking miss my wife. | slide my hand down to my cock. Its half hard already. Shit. Am | 


hard cuz | miss my wife? Or am | hard thinking about those two? Well fuck it, only one way to know for sure. 


| quietly get up and move to the door. | very quietly open it. | slowly poke my head out. And just as | thought 
those two were making out on the top of the piano. The randomkeys being hit are from their feet. They aren't 
completely naked, but they are going at it almost as if they were. They are so into one another. Just like old 
times. My hand instinctively goes to my dick again. Fuck, it's even harder. Shit! 


Im married. Happily married. | shouldn't be watching this. | shouldn't be getting hard from this. This is wrong. 
No. No. No. Duff you just miss your Wife! That's it, nothing more. | stick my head back in my room before 
some Greek tragedy unfolds. Nope. Just jerk off and go to sleep. 


These Walls Are Too Thin 


These Walls Are Too Thin 
Slash's POV 


| sit reclined up in my bed dealing with a bout of insomnia. Then again it could be the out of key random piano 
notes | keep fucking hearing. Im not a fool. | know exactly what is causing the sound. Minutes ago | heard Izzy 
and Axl doing a rendition of twinkle twinkle little star. Obviously sitting next to one another at a piano bench 


had turned into a make out session. 


A weight builds in my chest feeling like its crushing me. l'm surrounded by sir and Al casnt seem to get any 
of it into me. Tears well in my eyes as images of those two start to play in my head. | imagine Izzy's soft 
sweet passionate kisses. God how | missed them. Why couldn't | make him love me? | was so much better to 
hm than Axl has ever fucking been. It kills me to have to listen to them. Axl's little moans. Izzy's soft 
whisperings. They could have the decency to move that shit into the sound booth. Then we wouldn't all be 
stuck listening to them and getting all hot and bothered. l'm sure Steven is probably jerking off to it as we 
speak. 


But their sounds don't affect me in that way. It's not a turn on. It's not sexy. It fucking hurts. It kills me. I'd 
give anything for a fix to make this ache in my chest go away. I'd settle for drinking myself into an oblivion. | 
can't take how much it hurts. Why? What did Izzy see in him? Axl was a psycho. He treat Izzy like a fucking 
dog. And Izzy behaved just as loyally as one to him. | don't want to be caged up with them for a while year. | 
don't want to watch them fall in love all over again. | can't take little kisses, caresses, whispers, or little 


secretive smiles. | can't do this! 


| leap from the bed and clamp my hands over my ears and pace. But | still hear the labored breathing. | hear 
the sdmacking of their lips. And those fucking piano keys that made no music for me. Plenty for them, nothing 
at all for me, nothing but fucking pain | start to him in an attempt to drown them out. Essentially it works, 
but how long am | going to have to do this shit! 


| jerk my hands away and rush for the door. | rip it open IT takes everything | have in me to keep myself 
from looking down the hall in their direction. | force my eyesvto the floor and storm the opposite direction 
down the hall and to the bathroom. | rush inside and slam the door shut. Their sounds are more distant but | 
still hear that fucking piano, a constant reminder of what was going on. | grasp my hair and growl. | look over 
ant the shower and in two strides i am at it. | reach in and cut on the faucets. Water starts to spray down It 
drowns out the piano to a fasint whisper. But the fucking thing is still there. | climb in the shower and shut 
the door, clothes and all. 


Finally all | can hear is the hiss of the water splatting down on my head and clothes. | slide down the shower 
wall resting on my ass. | cover my face and sob in my hands. | told them both it was OK. | said I'd deal with it. 
| told them all was forgiven, but why does it still hurt so fucking much? How was | going to keep my cool 


around them? How would | keep from punching walls, obliterating guitars, or sobbing uncontrollably? Every time 
| see them, hear them, it's going to feel like a knife twisting in my heart. Why did it have to be Axl? It should 


have been me. 


God | don't know how to do this? How can | act normal? And what is normal when you're suddenly sober? How 
will | take this depression? | could giveca fuck about masking music. | just wanted to tunnel my way out of 
here. | wanted to go far far away with a week's dope. | wanted reality to vanish. | just wanted to feel no pain. | 


can't do this. l'm not strong enough. This was going to be worse than Chinese water torture. 


